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Don't open your eyes 


That was always the mantra in the beginning, for both of us. Don't look, don't think about it. Just feel. Just let 
it happen. Being so far from home is lonely. Its natural. It's okay. 


It was only a matter of time, really, until | found myself in the palm of his hand- literally, figuratively. The late 
drunken nights, the drugs, the sidelong glances, that fucking thing he does with his hips, the undeniable swagger 
in his wak.. 


Don't open your eyes 


The first time was all quiet and quick, need-based only, fully clothed, just rough desperate hands in the bus 


lounge pushing me against the wall, my lips scraping over the stubble along his jaw, his heavy weight grinding 


rhythmically into my thigh and his hand snaking down the front of my trousers.. 
Don't open your eyes 


We could pretend it was nothing, for a while. Pretend that it was only a matter of what had to be done, 
emotionless and robotic. Just another part of the job. No strings attached. Always wordless, always with my 
back firmly pressed to the wall and him steering the action And always nothing but the sound of our heavy 
breathing and blood rushing in my ears afterwards as he zips up and leaves. | open my eyes to an empty room 
after | hear the door close. He's in and out like a storm rolling through, all strength and intensity and danger, 
disappearing after the lightning strikes. 


Eventually, after weeks of this, | noticed that he kissed me a little too tenderly and let his fingers linger a little 
too long on the soft flesh of my stomach, and | finally opened my eyes. | found his open, too, so close to my 
own, gazing at me with flushed cheeks and his mouth gently parted. How long he'd been watching me | don't 
know, but he blinked quickly, seemingly embarrassed, aware of the line we'd crossed. But he didn't let go of me. 
| felt my blood rush southward to where he held me firmly in his hand and, for the first time, | allowed 
myself to moan without holding back- whether | even could have if I'd tried, | don't know. His mouth twitched 
up at the corners and he laughed, low, breathlessly, so close to me, tightening his grip, and | laughed too, 
daring to reach up with my free hand and tangle it in that red mess of hair as | stroked him with the other. 
And then it was his turn to groan, letting his eyes flutter closed and his forehead fall against the wall, sighing 
into my ear, "ah, fuck, Troy.” 


We didn't close our eyes anymore after that. 


